CHAPTER IX LAWRENCE AND THE ENEMY
TT was after Lawrence, on joining the Air Force, took the The Seven iname of Shaw that The Seven Pillars at last appeared, I P'dhrs was enthusiastic about the writing; who indeed was not, unless it were Lawrence himself? In reply to a letter in which I told him of my admiration for this great work of his, but not for the form or the make-up of the book itself, he replied;
Karachi
5,5,27. DearRothenstein,
Your letter contained so much hearty and high kicking that I'm sure you are well again; but you say nothing about your health, and in England I used to hear that a long illness was pursuing you, Let's hope you have got the better of the brute, whatever it was,
About my writing you are over-kind, I don't think much of it. My style is a made-up thing, very thickly encrusted with what seemed to me the tit-bits and clever wheezes of established authors. So, for book-learned people, threading it constantly, but not too sharply, tickles their literary memory, by half-reminding them of half-forgotten pleasures, There isn't any good, or permanence, in such a derivative effort,
For the brutality of the plates I must plead guilty. The politeness of margin makes me very angry, Kennington's page pastels could be ruled down, so, into normal pictures; but by running them out to the edge they jumped out of the